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. launce in hand, 

unted his ſtced to free th' enchanted land, 

bn Our Quixote bard ſets out a monſter taming, 

; Arm'd at all points, to fight the bydra—Gaming. 

; Aloft on Pegaſus he waves his pen, 

| And hurls defiance at the caitiff's den: 

7 The firft on tancy'd giants ſpent his rage, 

| Bat this has more than windmills to engage, 

4 He combats paſſion, rooted in the ſoul, 

Whoſe powers at once delight ve and control; 

= + Whoſe magic bondage cach loti ſlave enjoys, 

| Nor wiſhes freedom, though the ſpell deſtroys. 
To ſave our land from this magician's charms, 
And reſcue maids and matrons frm his arms, 
Our knight poetic comes — And, oh, ye fuir |! 
This black enchantet icked arts beware ! 
His ſubtile poiſon dims the brighteſt cycs, 
And at his touch each grace and beauty dies. 
Love, gentleneſs, and joy, to rage give way, 
And the ſoft dove becomes a bird of 2 
May this our bold advent' rer break the ſpell, 

And drive the dzmon to his native hell. 
Ye flaves of paſſion, and ye dupts of chance, 


Shake off the ſhackles of this tyrant vice : 
Hear other calls than thoſe of cards and dice: 
Be learn d in nobler arts than arts of play, 
And other debts than thoſ- of honour pay. 
No longer live inſenſible to ſhame, 
I to your country, families, and fame. 
| = . 2 : 4 
Could our romantic muſe this work achieve, 
' Would there one honeſt heart in Britain grieve : 


5 made, 
Af-ev'ry honeſt hand would lend its aid. 
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Wake all vour pow'rs from this deitructive tranct 


Th' attempt, though wild, would not in vaiu be 
a 


= 
\ 


N ev'ry gamiefter in th* Arabian nation,” 


But in return for witked cards and dice, 
He gave em black-exed girls in Paradiſe. 
Should he thus preach, good countrymen 
His converts would, I fear, be mighty fow 


to yon, 

So much your hcarts are ſet on ſordid gain 

The b ighteſt eves around you ſhine in vain. 
Should the moſt heav*nly beauty bid you take her 
You'd rather hold two aces and a maker. , 
By your example, our poor fx drawn in, 

Is guiliy of the ſame unnat' ral ſin; 

The ſtudy now of ev'ry girl of parts, 

Is how to win your moncy, not your hearts. 

0! in what ſweet, what ravithing delights, { 

Our beaux and belles together paſs their nights? 

By ardent perturbations kept awake, 

Each views with longing eyes the other's —ſtake. 

The ſmiles and graces are from Britain flown 

Our Cupid is an errant ſharper grown, x 

And Fortune (its on Cytherea's throne. 

In all theſe things, tho' women may he blam'd 
zure men, the wiſer men, ſhould be aſham d! 
\nd 'tis a horrid ſcandal, I declare, 

That four ſirange queens ſhould rival all the fair; 

Four jilts, with neither heauty, wit, nor parts: : 

J, ſhame, have got potleſſion of their hearts: 

And thoſe bold ſluts, for all their queenly pride, 

Have play'd looſe tricks, or clfc they're much 

bely'd. 

Cards were at firſt for benefits deſigu d, 

Sent to amuſe, and not enſlave the mind. 

From good to bad how caſy the tranſition ! 

For what was pleaſure once, is now perdition. 

Fair ladies, then, theſe wicked gameſters ſhun, 

Whoever weds orc, is, you ſec, undone. 
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Futer Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 


Mrs Bev. E comforted, my dear; all may 
be well yet. And now, methinks, 
the lodging begins to [ook with another face. 
Oh, fiſter ! ſiſter! if theſe were all my hardſhips ; 
if ail T haJ to complain of were no more than 
Yuitting my houſe, ſervants, equipage, and ſhew, 
your pity wou}d he weakneſs. 
| Char. Is poverty nothing, then? 

Mrs. Bev. Nothing in the world, if it affected 
only me. While ac had a fortune, I w 
happieſſ of the rich: and now 'tis gone, Te 
but a bare ſublifence and my huſband's miles, aud 
I'll be the happieſt of the poor. To me now theſe 
lodgings want nothing but their maſter, Why do 
you look at me ? 

Char, That I may hate my brother. 

Mrs. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte. 

Char. Has he not undone you ?——OCh, this 
pernicious vice of gaming! But methinks his 
uſuai hours of four and five in the morning might 
have contented him; 'twas miſery enongh to wake 


— 


night? 1 mall learn to deteſt him ? 
Mrs. Bev. Not tor the firſt fault. He never 
Gept from me before. 


tions. 
Char. From ruin and his companions-——But *' 


Need he have ftaid out all' 


driven him from every virtue! Nay, from his af- 
fe tions too the time was, ſiſter —— | 

Mrs. Bev, And is. I have no fear of his aſſec- 
Would 1 knew that he were ſafe ' 


that's impoſſible. His poor little boy, too j what 
muſt become of him ? * 

Mrs. Bev. Why want ſhall teach him induſtry. 
From. his father's miſtgke he ſhall learn prudence 
and from his mother*sWſignation, patience. Po- 


There's no condition of life, ſickneſs and pain en- 
cepted, where happineſs is excluded. The huf- 
bandman, who riſes early to his labour, ene 

more welcome reſt at night for't. His bread 1s 


dearerz his enjoyments ſurer. 
rovſes him in the morning, ſets in the evening ts 
releaſe him. All fituations have their comforts, 


ruined thoſe he loves, is miſery for ever to hum. 
Would I could caſe his mind of that ? 


you ! No, no, his nights have 
nothing to ecp. How has this one vice 


t from 
with 


patience! My own little fortune is 
1ays. 2 1 were ſure on't ! 3 


vert y has no ſuch terrors in it as you imagine. 


ſweeter to himz his home happier; his family- 
The ſun that 


if ſweet contentment dwell in the heart, Bur my- 
poor — has none. The thought of having 


(har. If he alone were ruined, twere juſt he 
 ſhould.be puniſhed. He is my brocher, tis true 3 
but when I think of what he has done z of the 
fortune you brought him; of his own large eſtates 
too, ſquandered away upon this vileſt of paſſions, 
and among the vileſt of wretches ! Oh, I have n& 28 
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to doubt 
+ - Char. 1 will be ſure on't—"twas madneſs in me 
to give 
ay and 


- eccafion 


| Jowels 2 


That he 


Brv. And & you may—'rwould be a fin 


it to his management. But I'll demand 
1 I have a melancholy 


Mrs. Bev. What occaſion ? 

Cher. To ſupport a ſiſter. 

Mrs. Bev. No; I have no need on't. Take it, 
and reward a lover with it. The generovs Lewſon 
deſerves much more. Why won't you make him 


y ? 
W. Becauſe my ſiſter's miſerable. 

Mrs. Bev. You muſt not think ſo. I have my 
I'll fell them to ſupply our wants; 
and when gone, theſe hands ſhall toil for our 
— — The poor ſhould be induſtrious— Why 
*@hoſe tears, Charlotte? 

Char. They flow in pity for you. 

Mrs. Bev. All may be well yet. When he has 
nothing to loſe, 1 ſhall fetter him in theſe arms 
again ; and then what is it to be r! 

Char. Cure him but of this tive paſſion, 
and my uncle's death may retrieve all yet. 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, Charlotte, could we cure him ! 
But the diſeaſe of play admits no cure but poverty; 
and the loſs of another fortune would but increaſe 
His ſhame and his afflictions. Will Mr. Lewſon 
call this morning? 

Char. He ſaid fo laſt night. He gave me hints, 
too, that he had ſuſpicions of cur friend Stukely. 

Mrs. Bev. Not of treachery to my huſband ? 
loves play, I know; but ſurely he's 


Char. 


He would fain he thought ſo ; therefore 
him. Honeſty necds no pains to ſet it- 


© Zacy.. Your old ſteward, adm. I had not 
the heart to deny him admittance, the good old 
[ Exit Lucy. 


3 Euter Jarvis. 
| » Bev. Is this ? I deſired 
E 


- 
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J.. Did you, Madem ? 1 am en old man, and 
had Perhaps, too, you forbade my tears 4 


but 1 am old, Madam, and age will be forgetful. 
Mrs. Bev. The faith creature! how he 
moves me! [To Char. 


Char. Not to have ſeen him had been cruelty. | 

Ja. I have forgot theſe apartments, too. I re- 
member none ſuch in my young maſter's houſe z 
and yet I have liv'd in it theſe five and twenty 
years. His good father would not have diſmiſſed 
me- 

Mrs. Bev. He had no reaſon, Jarvis. 

Ja. I was faithful to him while he lived; and 
when he died, he bequeathed me to his ſon. I 
bave been faithful to him, too. 


Mrs. Bev. 1 know it, I know it, Jarvis. 

Char. We both know it. 

Ja. I am an old man, Madam, and have not a 
long time to live. I aſked but to have died with 
him, and he diſmiſſed me. 

Mrs. Bev. Pr'ythee no more of this! Twas 
his poverty that diſmiſſed you. 

Fa. Is he indeed ſo poor, then? — Oh! he was | 
the joy of my old hegrt—But muſt his creditors 
have all? and have they ſold his houſe too? His 
father built it when he was a prating boy. The 
times that I have carried him in theſearms! And, 
Jarvis, ſays he, when a beggar has aſked charity 
of me, why ſhould people be poor? You ſhan't 
be poor, Jarvis; if 1 was a king, nobody ſhould 
be poor. Vet he is peor. And then he was fo | 
brave !———2Oh, be was a brave little boy ! And 
yet ſo merciful, he'd not have killed the gnat that 
ſtung him. 

Mrs, Bev. Speak to him, Charlotte; for I can- 
not. | 

Fa. I have a little — Madam; it migbt | 
have been more; but I have loved the poor. All 
that I have is yours. ! 

Mrs. Bev. No, r we have enough yet. 

T thank you, though, and u ill deſerve your good- 
neſs. | | 

Ja. But ſhall I ſee my maſter? And will he let 
me attend him in his diſtrefles ? I'll be no expence 


oy and "twill kill me to be refuſed. 


Where 
is be, Madam? 3 
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Mrs. Bev. Not at home, Jarvis. Mon ſball ſee 


him another time. 
Char. To-morrow, or the next day Oh, Jar- 
| vis! what a change is here 
8 a. A change indeed, Madam ! My old heart 
8 aches at it. And yet, methinks But here's 
3 ſomcebody coming. 
L Enter Lucy and Stukely. 
4 Lucy. Mr. Stukely, Madam. [ Exit. 
Stu. Good morning to you, ladies—Mr. Jarvis, 
ad your ſervant—Where's ty friend, Madam ? 
3 J Mrs. Beverley. 
Mrs. Bev. I ſhould have aſked that queſtion of 
you. Have you ſcen him to-day ? 
| Stu. No, Madam. 
t 2 Char. Nor laſt night ? ; 
ith Stu. Laſt night | Did he not come home then : 
Mrs. Bev. No. Were you not together! 
Was Stu. At the beginning of the evening ; but not 
fines, Where ein he have ſtaid 
was Char. You call yourſelf his friend, Sir; why 
tors do you encourage him in this madneſs of gaming! 
Bis Stu, You have aſked me that queſtion before, 
The Madam; and I told you my concern was, that ! 
Ind, chuld not ſave him; Mr. Beverley is a man, Ma- 
arity dam; and if the moſt friendly entreaties have no 
a effeft upon him, I have no other means, My 
ould purſe has been h.s, even to the injury of my for- 
| ſo tune - If that has been encouragement, I deſerve 
Ad cen ſure : but I meant it to retrieve him. 
t that Mrs. Bev. 1 don't doubt it, Sir; and I thank 
you—But where did you leave him laſt night ? 
ran Stu. At Wilſon's, Madam, if I ought to tell, in 
company I did not like—Poflibly he may be there 
might ſtill—Mr. * knows the houſe, I bcheve, | 
All Fa. Shall I go, Madam ? 
| ' Mrs. Bev. No, he may take it ill. | 
h yet. 1 Char. He may go as from himſelf, 
MY Stu. And, if he pleaſes, Madam, without nam- 
8 iodg me—lI am faulty myſelf, and ſhould conces! 
he let the errors of a friend—But J can refuſe nothing 


[ Bowing to the ladies. 


methinks. | 
you 


Ja. I would fain ſee him, 
rs. Bev. Do fo, then; but take care how 


MESTER. - wg” 
Ja. Would I could bring him W 
Str. Don't be too much alarmed, Madam, 

men have their errors, and their times of ſeeing 

them. Perhaps my triend's time is not come 

— Fut he has an uncle; and vid men don't live 

ever— You ſhould look forward, Madam ; we are 

taught how to value a ſecond fortune by the loſs 


- 


of a firſt, [ Kn«ching the door. 
Mrs. Bev, Hark No—that Kknockiog was 
tov rude for Mr, Beverley—Pray Heaven he be 


well ! | 

Stu, Never doubt it, Madam— You - ſhall be 

well, too—Every thing ſhall be well. | 
\nocking again. 

Mrs. Bev. The knocking is à little — though 
— Who waits there? Will none of you anſwer ? 
None of you, did I ſay '— Alas, what was T 
thinking of ! 1 had forgot myſelf. 

Char, I' go, fifter Put don't be alarm'd fo, 

[ Exit, 

Stu. What extraordinary accident have you to 
fear, Madam? 

Mrs. Bev. I beg your pardon ; bot 'tis ever thus 
with me in Mr. Beverley's abſcnce——No one 
knocks at the door, but I fancy it is « meſlenger 
of ill news. 

Sz. You are too fearfvi, Madem; *twas but. 


one n'ſht of ab{cnce ; and it ili thoughts intrade 


{as love 15 al « ys doubrtul) think of your worth 
and beauty, and drive them from your breaft.. 

Mrs. Bev. What thoughts ? I have vo thouyhegs 
that wrong my huſvand. 

Siu, Such thoughts indeed would wreng bim. 
The world is full of flander ; and every wretch that 
knows himſelf unjuft, charges his 4 with 
uke paſhons, and by the general frailt y hides his 


— 
— 


oun—If you are wiſe, and would. be happy, turm 

a deaf car (o ſuch reports. Tis ruin to beliew 

them. a r 
. Rev. Ay, worſe than ruin. *Twonld be "= 


to hu againſt conviction. Muy way jt mentioned? 
Seu. Lo guard you agaiuſt rumour. © The e 
of half mankind is miſchief; and for a U Y 


Mr, | bed him have neter upbraided hin. 


ou, diſbelicve them, 


error they make men devils. Mf their tales | 
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» come we know not why— Perhaps I have been — 


„Sir 
R <4} » = pe nn & 5 go . Exit Ms, Bev. 
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- Mrs. Bey. What tales? By whom? Why told? 
1 bave heard nothing—or if I had, with all his 
Errors, my Beverley's frm faith admits no doubt 
= is my ſafety, my ſeat of reſt and joy, while 
the ſtorm threathens round me— Il not forſake 
It—{Stukely ſighs, and looks -In turn 
you, Sir, away and why that ſigh : 

Stu. 1 was attentive, Madam; and ſighs will 


buſy —If it ſhould ſeem fo, impute my zeal to 
Friendſhip, that meant to guard you againſt evil 
ton Your Beverley is wronged, ſlandered 
molt vilefſy—My life upon his truth. 

Mrs. Bev. And mine too. Who is't that doubts 
It? But no matter—1 am prepared, Sir—Yet why 
this caution !—You are my huſband's friend; 1 
think you mine too ; the common friend of both 
M Pauſes|—1 had been unconcerned elſc. 

Jen. For Heaven's ſake, Madam, b fo till! J 
meant to guard you againſt ſuſpicion, not to 
alarm it. 

Mrs. Bev. Nor have you, Sir—Who told you 
of ſuſpicion ? 1 have a heart it cannot reach. 

Ste. Then I am happy—I would ſay more—but 
am preventcd. | | | 

Enter Charlotte. 


Mrs. Bev. Who was it, Charlotte? 

Char. What a heart has that Jarvis !—A credi- 
por, fiſter—But the good old man has taken him 
away—Don't diſtreſs his wife; don't diſtreſs bis 
fiſler—T could hear him fay—' Tis crueb to diſtreſs 
the afflifted— And when he ſaw me at the door, 
1 pardon that his friend had knocked fo 
Stu. I wiſh I had known of this—Was it a large. 
demand, Madam ? | | 
* Char. I heard not that; but viſits, ſuch as theſe, | 
expect often —- Why ſo diltre{;'d, liſter ? 

hy: 


Mfrs. Bev. No, Charlotte; but I am faint with 

watchin ite ſunk and ſpiritleſs— Will you ex- 

* Ie my chamber, and try to reſt 
Its, you, Madam. 
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verley ! y heart gives to ſee her thas? 

Char. and he a friend, then. 

Stu. H ber, Madam? 

Char. Retlaim my brother. 

Stu. Ay, give bim a new creation, or breathe 
another foul into bhim—l'll think on't, Madam 
Advice, I ſee, is thankleſs. 

Ger. Uſelck 1 am ſurc it is, if thro' miſtaken 
friendſhip, or other motives, you feed his paſhon 
with your purſe, and ſcoth it by example—-{'hyf1- 
cians, to cure fevers, keep from the patient's 
thirſty lip the cup that would inffame him—You 
give ut to his hands [ &nockirg }— Hark, Sir | 
— Theſe are my brother's deſperate ſyn ptoims-— 
Another creditor. 

Stu. One not fo cafily got rid of- M hat Le- 
ſon ! 


My bait f 


Erter Lewſon. 


Lew. Madam, your ſervant—Yours, Sir, I 
was inquiring for you at your lodgings. 

Stu. This morning! You had bulineſs, then? 

Lew. You'll call it by another name, perhaps 
— Where's Mr. Beverley, Madam? ; 

Char. We have ſent to inquire tor him. 

Lew, Is he abroad then? He did not uic to go 
out ſo carly. 

Char. No, nor {tay ſo late. 

Lew. Is chat the caſe! I am ſorry for it—But 
Mr. Stukely, perhaps, may direct you to him. 


Stu, I have already, Sir—But what was your” 


buſineſs with me ? 

Lew. To conpratulate you upon your late ſuc- 
ceſſes at play — Poor Beverley !— But you are 
his friend; and there's a comfort in having ſuc- 
ceſsful friends. = 

Stu. And what am I to underſtand by this? 

Lew. That Beverley's a poor man, with a rich 
friend ; that's all. 

Stu. Your words would mean ſomething, I ſup» 
poſe—Another time, Sir, 1 ſhall deſire an expla- 
nation. T 0 ER | 

Lew. And why not now? I am no dealer in 
long ſentences—A minute or two will do for me. 

Stu. But not for me, Sir—I am flow of =ppre. 
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with Stukely be a ſecre.— has already too much friend of Beverley as much as he. But lm 7 
9 tapuble hers © [it leems ; and fo 1 um, thanks 49 another's, fab ala 
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hen ſion, Sd muſt have time and privacy— A Enter Mrs. Beverley. : 
lady's preſence engages my attention Another Mrs. Bev. Good morning, Sir; T heard your 
morning I may be topnd at home. voice, and, as I thought, inquiring for me 
Lew. another morning, then, I'll wait upon | Where's Mr. >Stuke'y, © harlotte ? : 
you. Char. This moment gone—Y on have been in 
Stu I ſhall expect you, Sir—Madam, your ſer- tears. filter j but here's a friend ſhall comfort you. 


var [Exit Stu. Lew. Gr, if I add to your diſtreſſes, II beg your 
ber., hat mean vou by this? pardon, Madam The ſale of your houſe and tur- 
Low To hint to him that I know him. niture was finiſhed yelterday, N 
Cher. How know him ? Mere doubt aud ſuppo-| Ars. Bev I know it, Sir; I know, too, your 
ſicion ! generous reaſon tor putting me in mind of 1 
Lew. IT Hall have proof ſoon. But you have obliged me too much already. 


Char. And hat then ? Would you riſque your| Lew. There arc trifſes, Madam, which T know: 
life to be his pnaither ! yon have \-t a value on; thoſe 1 have purchaſeg, 

Lew My life, Madam! don't be afraid—And}| and will deliver I have a friend that eſteems you 
vet | am happy in our concern for me—But let —He has bonght largely, and will call — 
it content vau, that I know this Stusch) 


ö his, till he has ſeen you It à viſit to him wou 
*T would be as e:ty to make him honeit as brave. | not be pajniul, he has begged it may be this 
Char. Ard what do you intend to do? morning. | 
Lew. Nothing. till I have pro. Yet my ſuſpi- Airs. Pew. Not painful in the lęaſt- My pain is 


cions are we'll! prourded—But, meth aks, Madam, from the kindneſs of my friends - Why am 1 


IT am acting here withont authority-—Could 1 have; be ablized beyond the power of return ? 4 

leave to ca!) Mr. Beverley brother, his — a 

would be my own — Why will-you make ing fer-! have a conck waiting at the door —— Shall ve hans 

vices appear officio | your company, Madam? [To Char. 
Char, You know my reaſons, and fr ull not Char. Na; my brother may return oon; I 

Prct- me— ut 1 am could, You „ and cold ] ſtay nd receive Fim. 

will be, while a poor ſuſter's deſtitute- Bir beart) Mrs Bev He may want a comforter, perhapy 

bleeds tor ber; and till 1 ſee. ber Sorrows mode-! —But don't urbraid him, Charlotte We than't 

rated, love has no joys for me. be abſent lor Come, Sir, ſince 1 muſt be © 
Lew. Can I be lefs a friend by being a bro-| obliged. | 

ther? I would not fay an unkind thing—But the| Lew. *Tis 1 thai am obliged —An hour, or leſs, 

pillar of your houſe is ſhaken ; prop it with ano- | will be ſuſicicat for us— We ſhall ud you & 

ther, and it mall ſtand firm again—You muſt | home, Madam? 

comply.. - 2 Char,—ond exit witþ Mrs. Bev, 
Char, And will, when I have peace within = Char, Certainly—1 have but little inelinstian 

ſclf—But Jet vs change this ſubject— Tour buſi- appear abroa&—Qh, this brother, this brother 


neſs here this morning is with my fiſter—Misfor-| to what ute, Es has he reduced us! [Eat 


tunes prefs 1069 hard upon her; yet, till to-day, the 


has borne them nobly. Scene changes 20 Stakely's Lofgings, N of 


Lew. Where is the ? 


* 


Char. Gone to her chamber Her ſpirits failed Euter Stakely. = 8 F 


. Stu. That Lew ſon ſuſpects me tis $00 pl 
Lew. L hear her coming Lt what has paſſed} Yet why ſhould he ſuſpect me? —— I ap 
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Lew. You ſhall repay us at vour own time 1 


1 Is 
my 
ww 
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and wy own wilde. To what uſe is wiſdo 


0 . I 


A 
m, but 
ao take advantage of the weak ? This Beverl:y's 
my fool; 1 cheat him, und he calls me friend 
But more buſineſs muſt be done yet —tHis wife's 
zewels are unfold ; ſo is the reverſion of his uncle's 
eftate: I muſt have theſe tov—And then there's a 
kreaſure above all—1 love his wife—Before ſhe 
knew this Beverley I loved her; but, like a cring- 
ing fool, bowed at. a diſtance, while he ſepp'd in 
and on her— Never, never will I forgive him for 
k—My pride, as well as love, is wounded by this 
conqueſt—I muſt have vengeance—Thofe hints, 
this morning, were well thrown in—Already they 
have faſtened on her—If jealouſy ſhould weaken 
her affeftious, want may corrupt ou virtue Nu 
heart rejoices iu the hope — Theſe jeweis may do 
much— tie ſhall demand them of her; which, 
whey mine, ſhajl be converted to ſpecial purpoſes 
— What now, Bates? ö ö 


Euter Bates. 


Bates. Is it a wonder, then, to ſce me? The 
forces are all in readineſs, and only wait for or- 
ers Where's Beverley? 

Seu. At loſt night's rendea vous, waiting for me 
— Is Dawſon with you ? 

Bates. -Drefled Ike a nobleman ; with money 
in his pocket, and & ſet of dice that ſhall deccive 
the devil. 

Stu. That fellow has a head to undo a nation; 
for the reft, they are ſuch low-mannered, ill- 
looking dogs, I wonder Beverley has not ſuſpected 
tem. 

Ketes. No matter for manners and looks —Do 
you ſupply them with money, and they are gen- 
tlemen by profeſſion ——The paſſion of gaming 
caſts ſuch a miſt before the eyes, that the noble- 
man e ſurrounded with ſharpers, ald imagine 

imſe in the beſt company. 


Stn, There's that Williams, tog—lt was he, 1 


Suppoſe, that call'd at Beverley's with the note this 
morning —— W hat directions did you give him? 

- Bates. To kneok loud, and be clamorous— id 
pot you ſce him? | 
Stn. No, the fool ſneak'd off with Jarvis—Has 


þ< appeared withia doors, as diretted, the note bad 


_ —— 
is. 
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* 
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been diſcharged -I waited there on 
want the women to think well of me; for Lew- 
ſou's grown ſuſpicious; he told me fo himſelf. 
Bates. What anſwer did you make him? 
Str, A ſhort one—That I would ſec him ſoon, 
for farther explanation. 
Bates. We muſt take care of him—But what 


are wondering at you. 

Stu. Why, let them wonder—T have deſigns 
above their narrow reach—They ſee me lend him 
money, and they ftare at — they are fools 
I want him to believe me beggared by him. 

Bates. And what then ? 


at night you may know more— He waits for 
me at Wilſon's —1 told the women where to find 
him. 

Bates. To what purpoſe ? 

Su. To ſave ſaſpiciva—lt looked friendly, and 
they thanked me—O1d Jarvis was diſpatched to 
him. 

Bates. And may intreat him home 


have none, His wife's jewels muſt po— Women 
are eaſy creatures, and refuſe rothing where they 
love Follow to Wilſon's ; but be ture he fees you 
not—You are a man of character, you know; of 
{prudence and diſcretion—Wait for me in an outer 
room; I ſhall have buſineſs for you preſently —— 
Come, Sir; * a, | 

Let drudging fools by honeſty grow great? 


The ſhorter road to riches is deceu, [ Excunt, 
SCENE, @ Caming Houſe, with a Table, Box, 
Dice, &c. 


Beverley diſcovered ſiiting. 


HY, what a world is this! The 
flave that digs for gold, receives his 
daily pittance, and ſleeps contented; while thofe 
{for whom he labours, conyert their good to mike 


? 


Bev, 


rr * a 1 
re „ wi. > 
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Stu. Ay, there's the queſtion ; but no matter ; 


have we to do with Beverley? Dawſon and the reſt 


Stu. No; he expects money trom me; but I'll | 


e L-4 
* 8 * 
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chief, making abundance th- means of want——— 


* 


wife ! Wovuldft thou believe it, Jarvis? Thavenet 


* Oh, ſhame, ſhame! Had fortune given me but af ſeen her all this long night—I who have | 
4 little, that little had been ſtill my ewn—But plenty her ſo, that every hour of abſence ſeemed as a | 
leads to waſte ; and ſhallow ſtreams maintain their gap in life But other bonds have held me Oh, 
currents, while ſwelling rivers beat down their| { have played the boy ! dropping the counters in 
y banks, and leave their channe! empty— What had]the ftream and reaching to redecm them, loſt my- 
1 to do with play? I wanted nothing—My wiſhes] ſelf. 2 
re and my means were equal he poor followed me — For pity's ſake, Sir —!I have no heart 
* with bleſſings, love ſcattered roſes on my pillow, Ito ſee this change. 
and morning waked me to delight Oh, bitter Bev. Nor I to bear it—-How ſpeaks the world 
's thought! that leads to what I was, by what I am! [of me, Jarvis ? 
- I would forget both—Who's there? Far, As of a man dead—-Of one, who, walk- 
's . ing in a dream, fell down a precipice—The world 
Enter a Waiter. Is lorry for vou. | 
Wait. A gentieman, Sir, ing'1ires for you. Bev. Av, and pitics me—Says it not ſo? But L 
75 | Bev. He might have uſcd leſs ceremony | was born to intamy— 'I tell thee what it ſays ; it 
* Stukely, 1 ſuppoſe ? calls me villain, a treacherous huſband, a cruel fa- 
d Wait. No, Sir, a ſtranger. ther, a falſe brother, one loſt to nature and her 
Bev. Well, ſhew him in. [Exit Waiter | charities; or, to ſay all in one ſhort word, it calls 
. A meſſenger from Stukely then; from him that] ne -gameſter— Go to thy miſtreſs z I'll ſee her 
id has undone me | yet all in triendſhip—And now] preſeimly. . 
bo he lends me his little, to bring back fortunc to me.] Jar. And why not now? Rude people preſs  * 
| Enter Jarvis upon her; loud, bawling creditors; wreiches 
- ; ke" 8 who know no pity—I met one at the door ; be 
1 Jarvis! — Why this intruſion !—Your abſence had] ud have ſeen my miſtrets : I wanted means of 
en been k inder. : a 5 preſent payment, ſo promiled it to-morrow—But 
cy Jar. I came in duty, Sir—If it be trouble-| others may be preſſing, and ſhe has grief enough ] 
- ſome 5 a already, Tour abſence hangs tov heavy on her. 
of Bev. It is—I would be private—hid even from] Bev. Tell her I'll come then I have a mos 
er myſelt—Who ſent you hither ? ment's buſineſs —But what haſt thou to do with 
— Far. One that would perſuade you home again. my diſtreſſes? Thy honeſty has left thee poor 3 1 
My miſtreſs is not well; her tears told me fo. and age wants comfort Keep what thou 
Bev. Go with thy duty there then—Pr'yth=e,| leſt between thee and the grave, mitcry ſteol i. 
t. be gone : I have no buſineſs for thee. have a friend ſhall connſel me—This is that * 
Far. Yes, Sir; to on you from this place—l] friend. 
— am your ſervant ſtill our proſperous fortune ; 
bleſſed my old age—If that has left you, I muſt * . 
not leave you. Stu. How fares it, Beverley? Honeſt Mrs fare. 
Bew. Not leave me! Recal paſt time, then; or vis, well met; 1 hoped to find you here— That | 
, through this ſea of Norms and darkneſs, ſhew me viper, Williams! Was it not he that troubled you b 
a far tio guide me But what canſt thou? his morning? 2 > | 
Far. The little that I can I will—You have Far. My miſtreſs heard him then I am foery | 
been generous to me- would not offend you, Sir] that ſhe beard him | | 
he —— Bev. And Jarvis promiſed payment. 
his Bev. No— Think'ſt thou I'd ruin thee, po? 1] Stu. That muſt not be- Tell him Tu miei 
= have cuongh of ſhame already——My wite, my[ him, - . , 
11 * : 4x... 


* 


22 Will vor, Sir? Heaven will reward you 
n | | 
Bev. — Stukely? Friendſhip like yours, 
Had it ability like will, cords more — 
the wrong of fortune. 

Stn. You think too kindly of me———— Make 

haſte ro Williams; his clamours may be rude elfe. 
To Jar. 

Jer. And my maſter will go home again . 
Alas! Sir, we know of hearts there breaking for 
his abſence. ait. 

Bev. Would I were dead! 

Stu. Ha! ha! ha!——Pr'ythee be a man, and 
Jeave dying to diſcaſe and old age Fortune may 
be ours again; at leaſt we'll try for't. 

cb. No; it has fool'd us on too far. 

Ay, ruined us ; and therefore we'll fit down, 
comented——Theſe arc the deſpondings of men 
without money; but let the ſhining ore chink in 
the pocket, and folly turns to Ait. We are 
fortune children True, ſhe's a fickle mother ; 
but ſhall we droop becauſe ſhe's peeviſh !—No ; 
ſhe has imites in tore. And theſe her frowns are 
meant to briphten em. 

Bev. Is this a time for levity? But you are 
fingle in the ruin, and therefore may talk lightly 
of t— With me 'tis complicated miſery. 

Stu. You cenfare me unjuſtly I but »ſlumed 
theſe ſpirits to chear my friend—Heaven knows 
be wants a comforter. 

Bev. What new misfortune ? 

Sen. I would have brought yon money; but 
Jenders want ſecurities— M hat's to be done? All 

that was mine is yours already. 
Bev. And there's the double weight that ſinks 
mei have undone my friend, too; one who, to 
ſave a drowning wretch, reached out his hand, and 
periſhed with him. | 

— Have better tho 

Bev. Whence are 10 ? I have no- 
ting ben. they $6 procecd 
„„ | Sighing.) Then we're indeed undone! 
4 nothing! No moveable, nor uſeleſs trinkets ? 
Badges locked up in caſkets to ſtarve their owners ? 
I have ventured doepy for you. 
der. Therefore this heart-ache ; for I am loſt 
ond al bopc. 
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Stu. No; means may be found to fave us 
Jarvis is rich— Who made him ſo? This is no 
time for ceremony. 

Fev. And is it for diſhoneſty * The good old 
man ! Shall 1 rob him too? My friend would 
grieve for't—No; let the little that he has buy 
tood and cloathing for him. 

Stu. Good morning then. eing. 

Fev. So haſty! Why then, good morning. 

Stu. And when we meet again, upbraid me -— 
Say it was I that tempted you—Teil Lewſon fo 
and tell him i have wrong'd you—He has fuſpt- 
cions of me, and will thank you. 

Bev. No; we have been companions in a raſh 


Mine ſhall be ſelf-upbraidings. 

Stu. And will they feed us? You deal unkindly 
by me—T have ſold and borrowed for you, while 
land and credit laſted; and now, when fortune 
ſhovid be try'd, and my heart whiſpers ſucceſs, I 
am deſerted; turn'd looſe to beggary, while you 
have hoards. 

Bev. What hoards? Name em, and take em. 
Stu. Jewels. | 


voyage, and the ſame ſtorm has wreck'd us both. 


- 


Bev. And ſhall this thriftleſs hand ſeize them 


too? My poor, poor wife! Muſt ſhe lofe all ? I 
would not wound her ſo. 

Stu. Nor I, but from necefliry—One effort 
more, and fortune may grow kind—1 have un- 
uſaal hopes. 

Bev. Think of ſome other means then, 

Stu. I have; and you rejected em. 

Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. 

Stu. Ay, and your friend a ue one—But I 
have done— And for theſe trinkets of a woman, 
why, let her keep em to deck out pride with, and 
ſhew a laughing world that ſhe hes finery to ſtarve 
in. 

Bev. No; ſhe ſhall yield up all—My friend de- 
mands it—But need we lave talk'd lightly of her? 


{| The jewels that ſhe values are truth and innocence 


—thoſe will adorn her for ever; and for the req, 
ſhe wore 'em for a huſband's pride, and to his 
wants will give 'em——Alas! you ko her not— 


| Whers ſhall we meet? 


3 — 
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Stu. No matter. 1 have chang'd my mind— 
Leave 


r 


eve me to © priſon ; tis the reward of friend- 


. 


hip. 
. Periſh mankiad firſt Leave you to a pri- 
ſon ! No; fallen as you ſce me, I'm not that 
wretch— Nor would 1 change this heart. o'er- 
charged as 'tis with folly and misfortune, for one 
moſt prudent and moſt happy, if callous to « 
friend's viitrets. 
Sta. You are too warm. 
Bev. In ſuch a cauſe, not to be warm is to be 
frozen — Farcwell -L meet you at your lodg- 
ings. | 
Stu. Refject a little—The jewels may be loſt— 
Better not hazard 'em—1 was too preſſing. 
Bev. And 1 ungratetul—Refietion takes up 
time—I have no leifure for't—Within an hour 
expect me. [ Exit. 
Stu, The thoughtleſs, ſhallow prodigal! We 
ſhall have ſport at night, then—but hold—the 
jewels are not ours yet—the lady may refuſe em 
—the huſband may relent, too—'tis more than 
probable—1I'll write à note to Beverley, and the) 
contents ſhall ſpur him to demand em but am 1 
grown this rogue thro' avarice? No; I have 
warmer motives, love and revenge—ruin the huſ- 
band, and the wite's virtue may be bid for, 


Tater Bates. | 


Look to your men Bates ; there's money ſtirring 
— We meet to-night upon this ſpot—Hatien, and 
tell them ſo—Beverley calls upon me at my lodg- 
ings, and we return together —Haſten, I tay, the 
rogues will ſcatter elſe, 

Bates. Not till their leader bids 'em. 

Stu, Come on, then—Give em the word, and 


follow me; I muſt adviſe with you——This is a 
day of buſineis. [ Exeunt. 


Scene changes to Beverley's Lodgings. 
Euter Beverley and Charlotte. 


Char. Your looks are chang'd, too; there's 
wildneſs in em — My trretched filter | How will it 
grieve ber to ſee you thus! 


a .4 | 9 
for Lewſon's kindneſs to her, it has wy 
thanks; I have no more to give him. 

Char. Yes; a fiſter and her fortune I trifle 
with him, and he complaims—My looks, he ſays 
ire cold upon him—He thinks tao 


Bev, That 1 have loſt your fortunc——Hfz 


lares not think ſo. 


ing—He cares not if you had— Thu care is ni 
I lent it you to huſband, and now I claim it.” 

Bev. You have ſuſpicions then. => 

Char. Cure 'em, and give it me. 

Heu. To fp a Gfter's chiding ? 

Char. To vindicate her brother. 

Bev. Row if he needs no vindication ? 

Char T would fain hope fo. 

Bev. Ay, would and caanot—Lezve it to time, 
then; "twill ſatisfy all doubts. | 

Ghar, Mine are «lready ſatisfied. 

Bev. Tis well—And when the ſubject is Te» 


like a brother. 

Char. To tell me I'm a beggar—Why, tell it 
now —1 that can bear the ruin of thoſe dearer ts 
me, the ruin of a fitter and ber infant, can bear 
that too. 

Be, No more of this—yon wring my heart. 

Char. Would that the mifery were all 


rivter! whoſe home was heaven to him ; an 
dwelt there, and a little cheruh, that crowd 
days with hleſſings— How he bas loſt this heaven 
to league with devils ! - 
Bev. Forbear, I ſay i reproaches come too late; 
they ſearch, but cure not—And for the fortune 
you demand, we'll talk to-morrow ont our tes 
pers may be milder. 

Char. Or, if 'tis gone, why farewell all--f 


What Heaven mits, perhaps, it may ordain-e- 
Yet that the Nalband! ache 4 ſhould 
be its inſtrmnents of vengeance !—"T\is grieveus 
to know that. | 

Bev. If you're my ſiſter, ſpare the yemembrance 


| — ds too decphy—-T mall cle 
Bev. No, ae i live reſt will gaſe we. Ane s and when the wark is kern, ag 


Ja; and wheu the * 


(Har. Nor does he— You are too quick at greſs- 


neu ed, ſpeak to me like a filter, and 1 will ann, 


own ! but innocence muſt — 


claim'd it for a ſiſler - But I'Wupbraid no more. 


4 

. 

* 
* 
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ter than your fears Comfort my wife; and for 
the pains of abſence, 1'll make atonement— The 
world may yet go well with us. 

, Char. See where ſhe comes ?—Look chearfully 
upon her—aficfions ſuch as hers. are prying, and 
lend thoſe eyes that read the ſoul. — 


Euter Mrs. Beverley and Lew ſon. 
Mrs. Bev. My life 


Bev. My love! how fares it? I have been a 
truant huſband. 


Mrs. Bev. But we meet now, and that heals all 


that for the laſh he merited, rewards and praife 


were given him—Shew me a boy with fach s 
mind, and time, that ripens manhood in him, ſhall 
ripen vice too—T'll prove him, and lay him open 
to you Till then be warned —— 1 — him, 
and therefore ſhun him. | 


Bev. As 1 would thoſe that wrong him 
You are too buſy; Sir. 


haps That had been milder. 


Lew. No matter, Madam. 1 can bear this, and 
praiſe the heart that prompts it—Pity ſuch friend- 


— doubts and alarms 1 have had; but in this dear | ſhip ſhould be ſo placed! 


embrace I bury and forget em— My friend. here, 


| Pointing to Lewſon] has been indeed a friend— 
Charlotte, "tis you muſt thank him: your bro- 
ther's thanks and mine are of too little value. 

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay—1 thank you, 


Sir, and am obliged—TI would ſay mere, but that 


our goodneſs to the wife, upbhreids the huſband's 

follies—Had I been wiſe, ſlic had not treſpaſſed on 
your bounty. = 
Lew. Nor has ſhe treſpaſled. The little J have 
done, acceptance over-pays. 

Char. So friendſhip thiuk 

Atrs. Bev. And doudles obligations by firiving 
to conceal em We'li talk another time ont 
You are too thoughttful, love. 

Bev. No, 1 have reaſon tor theſe thoughts. 

Char. And hatred for the cavuſe—Vculd you bad 
that too 

Sev. I have The cauſe was avarice. 

Char. Aud who the tempter ? 

Bev. A ruined friend——ruined by too much 
Kindneſs. 

Lew. Ay, worſe than ruined; ſtabbed in his 
f.me, mortally flabbed—riches can't cure him. 


Bev. Or if they could, thoſe I have drained him wants when you are preſent, nor wiſhes in your ab- 


Bev. Again, Sir! But II bear too—You wrong 
him, Lewſon, and will be ſorry for't. 

Char. Ay, when 'tis proved he wrongs him 
The world is full of hypocrites. | 


Bev. And Stukely one—ſo you would infer, I 
think—T'll hear no more of this—my heart aches 
for him-— I have undone him. 

Lew. The world ſays otherwiſe. 

Bev. The world is falſe then I have buſineſs 
with you, love. [To Mrs. Bev.] We'll leave em 
to their rancour. Hing. 

Cher. No; we ſhall find room within for't 
Come this way, Sir. Te Lew. 

Lew. Another time my friend will thank me; 
tha; time is baſtening too. 

Excunt Lew. andChar. 

Fev. They hurt me beyond bearing Is 
Stukely falſe ? Then honeſty has left us! 'Twere 
finning againſt Heaven to think ſo. 

Mrs. Bev. 1 never doubted him. 

Bev. No; you are charity. Meckneſs and ever- 
during patience live in that heart, and love that 


knows no change—Why did 1 ruin you 


Mrs. Bev. Y ou have not ruined me. I have no 


of. Something of this he hinted in the morning ſence but to be bleft with your return. Be but re- 


— that Lewſon had ſuſpiciois of — theie ſigned to what has happened, and I am rich beyond 
n 


ſuſpicions ? grily 

w. At ſchool we knew this Stukely—A 
n „ plodding boy he was, ſordid and cruel, flow 
at his taſk, but quick at ſhifts and tricking——He 
ſchemed out miſchie', that otuers might be pu- 


cun- 


the dreams of avari 
Bev. My generous girl - But memory 


p:eſent by the paſt. I have another pang tos. 
Airs. Bev. Tel! it, and let me cure it. 


naucd; and would tell his tale with fo much art, 


—— —— _ — — — , * ld. 
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tame 
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Mrs. Bev. No, not tbo buſy—Miſtaken, per- 


will be 
buſy ; ſtill crouding on my thoughts, to ſour. the 


| Bev. That friend—that generous friend, whole 


OX 


_ 
Ms 
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done. 
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func they have traduced—1 have undone him 

While he had means, he lent + tid and now 

1 priſon muſt be his "os 

Mrs. Bev. Noz TH an | 
Dev. To : "muſt to at. The i 

wiſh feeds not the hungry——Something mult: 


. > Mrs. Bev. What? 

Bev. In bitterneis of heart he told we, e. juſt now 
he told me, I had undone him. Could 1 hear 
that, and think of happineſs 2 Noz 1 _ dif- 
claimed it, while he is miſer 


Mrs. Bev. The world may mend with us, and 


then we may be grateful. There's comfort in that 


Bev. Ay; tis the fek man's cordial, his Ee 
miſed cure; while in preparing it the patient | 
Vhat now? 

0 


Enter Lucy. 


L.ucy. A letter, Sir, Delivers it, and exit 
Bev. The hand is Stukely 8. 
Opent and reads it to we 15 
| Mrs. Bev. And brings good DEWS—at leaſt I 
hope ſo—Wbat ſays be, love? 
Bev. Why this—too much for patience, Yet 
he directs me to conceal it from you. 


| Reads Let your haſte to ſce me be the only 
* proof of eſteem for me. I have deter» 
* mined, ſince we parted, to bid adieu to Eng- 
« land; chyſing rather to forſake my country, 
* than owe my freedom in it to the means we 
4% raſked of. Keep this a ſecret at home, and 
« haſte to the ruined 


| 


„%R. STUKELY.” | 


Ruined by friend{bip :I muſt relieve or follow 


2777 Bev. Follow him, did you fay ? Then 1 
am Joſt indeed! 

Sev. O this infernal vice! how has it funk me 

A vice, whoſe higheft joy was poor to wy domeſtic 

Yet how have I purſued it ! turned 

all my comforts to bittereſt 


| [wrong'd mother Mom want 


— a _ 


1 Bov. 
064 Br. ie en, my Iife 1 — 


life while you are wrewbed, >  -- 

Ben. nb gn muſt wot de. Te 
ha ve I 'tis 4 alone muſt ſuſſer- on 
reſerve he meaty to keey 


— 


— Bev. What means ten T 
cv. 1 cawe to — 
dare not ——Thoſc jewels are fi 

I ſhould be mere than — — — 
Mrs. Bev. M — Trified, — 


— of, if 'd againſt a huſband' penct 
bar bx 'ein has, and the works wealth 


> "7 

Bev. — ! How linkedod am | 
OE 

N,. N love Jem. il 
. 
land I'll relign em wy BY 5 % 
Bev. Why, see rich Spas than 

Mrs. Bev. dne to my ddt let him! | 


manage wiſcly—We have no more to give him. 
Bev. Where learnt my love this —— 4. 


am unworthy of you, byt will ny ans? 
Henceforth =o 
And all — 
Vies hall no more L. —＋ 1 

der Pleaſure reach ä ; 


and all. claim: ſbe knows 
— — 5 Foe 
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a Wo on, :, 8 
Lew. A OS nt. her nd 
the world thinks Wading ; but I think 
therwiſe.  -/ * | 
Cher. And would releaſe we from &? ; 
Lew. You ayegoo impatient, Mads. 
Chor. Cool, Sir quite cool—Pray go on. | | 
Lew. Time and 8 dear acqukintance wirh 0 
[faults may have brov e — a 
for a moment if you have wiſhed this ' 
ſunmade, here I acquit you of it-+ 
then 3 and L ths ſuch dive ky 


* 


0 Mrs. Bev. Ee OI though « Far — hard och 

tint me, F 

paſled is nothing. 

68. SUIT 
you 

1 9 + WIRE Life and my 

| | Charlotte arc fo eannected, that 10 loſe one, wem 

loſs of both. Yet for a Kune e 


e 2 


— -— RY new, as 

* | HIS — 1 
i chang'd, Inn t r at firſt | 
aon, ins ho growh reaſon in me; — 


reſo, bed Lahe ang were 1 8 
Ache pooreſt, and You too yrs * with t 
a dovelto invird me to—1 wap! be ar. 


* ow My Kindel Charlotte 3A ber ba 
Thanks ute too poor. for li- 1 ed te 


eee yondey? — 
Lew. And when io conſequence of ch. f 
;1 | gave e volun 


| — Wy ry þ 
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- qd done Dov: + 


„ "BEE EE 
— — 
nee 
* '4 ones—Repeated loſſes—n 
ater night aro ee 
s ras 1 WY {8&4 Los 
. — n 
in my nature, and apt to doubt—1 he world ſpeaks 


have dee sen, foitdacs of the vet We! 


have watthed them cloſely too. But, 'ris a right 
d by fert, to think the wiriners knaves— 
more-manhood in us. „ 


. 


We 


my honour to theſe vipers .; 
1 1 tired them; 1 
they 


ſhun me to rifle one another. What's 
4 Juanes ;{ , * 4-4 1 
Sta. Nothing. N. counſels have been fatal. 
A not ſorvive this ſhame !— 


Hell of him.) Shew int Means to five me, 
— — ern. 


1E 
EX 


| know Bot 


return to — 
Jchdy#TH we; if witthis wreck of fortune out 
Nome it, and do my oracle. 
S bone be- 

ww>iiFake your a toun- 


kn not what to think. This night 
has hag me oe uk, — 22 


tis you have brought it on me. Tt 


2 4 
Dev. Or lesve my child a begget. 8 
Stu. And what's his father : — ble 


mary wot open 11>. TW 
ſhould be thou 


2 that inflames 
me. Where ſha!l we go ? T'o WHO! 1 am impas 
tient till ail's ot. ' 

may be yours -Your man ig 
hates He has. large bande o his commend, and 


Bev. , 2 * withis we'll 
meet them preſently; and with * n 50 — 
follow me. 

Stw. No. I -havi no lend in de f nor 65 
counſel ira—Ule y — — ham GOk N 
- ou'n God ans at may jodgings 4+ 
| Bev, 1 night I'll dave the 


1 loſs of far to be completely reg 


Exit Beverley. 
Sts. Why, loſe it then for Fear is t 
mind's Sof evit; and tis a friendly office 20 drive 
. [it from the boſom — Thus far has fortune crown'd 
me — et Beverley is rich; rich in his wife's beſt: 
treaſare, her honout and affeftions. I would fi 
plant tins there too. But tis the curſe of think- 
is ing minds to raiſe up diſpeulties. Fools only con- 
quer women. Fearleſs of dangers which they fee 


not, they preſs on boldly, and by perſiſting, proſe 
el per. Fer me a tale of art 40 — 


10 — abſent. -. The ſceds of jealouſy are 
ſown «\rgaly. If I-miſtake not, they have — 


Ne and — 222 hape prctent ſelf, 
ES Vitnet adi 


— 1 mach es it, 
erer 4 am ſe ank in ——_ 
Ty 12 4 % err * 

. You have an uncle. mer! 


3 whatathim? = 
men live long N while 


beirs ſtarve — 


the —— * bis eſtate * AAS 


root too. New #5 the time to. ripen them, and 


reap the ht veſt. The ſofteſt of her x. if wronged 
in lade, ot thinking chat ſbe'y ranged. becomes 8 


rygreſs in ve 'M n 
No matter for the danger . hen beauty ſenda u 
jon, tu i to ä to 
— „ jon Wt e 2 4 [Exits 
" „ 

SCENE to Beverlty's — 1 
e ver. 3 | 


. "Mes. Bev. Did charlorte tell y ou 


42 


Ls 
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< ELET s „ 
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— —̃ Ley. No, Madam. 
| n ＋ 14] Arete: ee 
oy 1 . 5 


P — — 2 
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« — 3 © 
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——_—_— | 


>; ＋ my r 


1 


+ , thifing heart blebds for the ile of others— What Stu. My friend, your buſband. 18 


tisſed. [Goes to the 2 aud liſtens.] No, tis ſup your jewels. 


lip warrants them, need no excuſe — therefore I 


4 _ Y c— 5 * $4 7 #4 a * 8 
4 | 


jth. ber Lee which — .. 


Lucy . in haſte, too—Yet her yeturn Seu. It 4s a deht . 
ns fy ured wife 100. We are both injured. a7 
4rs. . Ne, my kind girl; I was not born Ars. Bev. How injured ? Wenne: 

for't——But why do 1 diſt reis thee ? Thy ſym ? 


pity that thy miſtreſs can't reward- thee! But} Airs. Bow. You — reſent for both 2 

there's a Power above that ſees, and will remem- [But know, Sir, my injuries are my own, and do 
ber ll. 12 Hark! thete's ſome one need a 

emening. Sta. Re not 100 haſt y, Madam. 1 come not 1% 

Bury. Perhaps tis m matter, Madam. [ Exit. |relentment, but for acquittance, You thought me» 

- Mrs. Bev. ir. be well, too, and 1 am ſa-¶ voor; and to the feign'd diſtreſſes of a 9 


; . * 


nnr Who 44. Bev. I yave them to a huſband. 


3s it, Lucy ? = 2 Sta. Who gave them 10 ——ů 
| - | Ars. Bev. What, whom did be give them 2 
Re-enter Luey, with Stukely. | Sta. A miſtreſs. 2 | 
k Ars. Bev. No, on my. life, he nt 3 
Lucy. Mr. Stukely, Madam. LExit. Stu, Himſelf conteſlcd it, "with curſes on bers! - 4 


Stu. To meet you thus alone, Madam, was, 


what I wiſhed: - Unſcaſonable viſits, when friend- 


Ari. Bev. n not believe it— He hes as — 


make none. 

2 Mrs. Bev. What mean you, Sir? And where 
is your friend ? 

Ku. Men may have fecrets, Madam, which 
their bell friends are not admitted to. We parted 
in the morning, not ſoon to meet again. 

Mrs. Bev. You mean to leave us then; to 
leavt your country too. I am no firan 
xeaſons, and pity your misfortunes. 

+ Stu, Your pity has undone you. Could Bever- 
ley do this ? 18 letter was a falſe one; 2 mean 


irc to rob you of your wor wrote jt 


5 Bev. Impoſſible mpoſſible ! Whence came it then a 
— A; aw 22 am, . deus aſt; 


proach of poverty wit 


4 Arong ene ng — 2 
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en wilt 
K at him. Yet, in the thought of what may 
happen, I feel a woman's fears, Keep thy own 
„ and be gobe. Who's fhere ? 


Enter Lucy. 
Your abſence, Sir, would pleaſe me. 
Stu, I'll not offend you, Madam. 
| [Exit Stukely, with Lucy. 
Ars. Bev. Why opens not the carth to fwallow 
I a m6nſter ? Be conſcience, then, his puniſher, 
[ti] Heaven, in merey, gives hi Renee, or 
Sens, be ney, gw Nm penn, 
Re-enter Lucy. 


Yet Heaven the guiltleſs ſufferer regards; 
And whom it moſt aMfiifts, it moſt rewards, 
| | [ Excunt. 


Cher. TO HE e I 
Lew. But we have found him, zpd 

him— Be chearful, Madam; [To Wits. 

for the inſults of this ruffian you h, 


5 
. 


* 


n, with him—1 men to * his — 
From th6ſe, and from his anſwers to my cha 
much may be learnt. Next I'll to Ro f 
— botrom': if I fail there, the gang 
numerous, and 4 z bribe will each betra 
other—Good ni I'll loſe no time. — 

Mrs. Bev. hee boifterous ſpirits, how they 
wound me! But reaſoning is in vain. Come, 

Charlotte, we'll to our uſual watch. The night 
grows late. 

Cher, I am fearful of events, yet pleafed—To- 
morro may relieve us. (Geing: a 


Enter Jarvis. 


bays good Jarvis? 
I have heard ill news, - wer 
Irs. Bev. What news? -Speak quickly. 
Far. Men are not what they ſeem. 4 
Mr. Stukely is diſhoneſt. 


C 2 «5 We know it, Jarvis. 
* That there's an action againſt my maſter, 
is friend's ſyit. 
Mrs. Bev. O, villain, villain | twas this he 
+ threatned then, Run to that den of robbers, 
Wilſon's—Your maſter may be there. Entreat 
him home, good Jarvis. Say 1 have buſineſs with! 
hjm—But tell him not of Stukely—It way pro- 
yoke him to revenge—Hatte, haſte, good Jayvis. 
[ Exit Jarvis, 
Char. This miniſter of hel}! O, I could tear 
* iece- meal 
ra, Bev. I am ſick of ſuch a world— Let hand 
yen is juſt ; and, in its own good time, will hurl 
on ſuch monſters. [Excunt. 


' SCENE changes to Stukely's Lodoings. 
Enter Stukely and Bates meeting. 


| Dates. Where have you been ? | 

Stu. Fooling my time away; playing my tricks, 
e tame l to entertain a woman—— 
matter ane 4 been vexed and diſap- 
7 of Beverley; how bore he his 


But what's your 


| 


= £06 . 
— 1 0 - a * 


* 


fix'd attention, drew figures on the floor... At haſt 
be ſtarted up, look'd wild, and trembiled; 
like a woman feized with ber ſex's fits, 
out aloud, while the tears trickled down 8 
—fo left the rum. 

Stu. Why, this wes madneſs. 

Bates. madneſs of 

Stn. We muſt confine him. then.” . 
would do well. {4 br at-the de.] 


v. 


ark | 


| that knocking may 1 Go that way 3 


. 's there? 


Lew. An enemy — un 

Stu. Why am I thus broke in' upon? 
is mine, Sir; and ſhould protect me from =o | 
and ill manners. — 

Lew. Guilt has no place a : 
ever found, tis vieren lar — — 
hold and tyger s den kre no 
hunter. 

Stu. Your buſineſs, Sig? 

Lew. To tell you that 1 know 9 
confuſion ? That look of 


VA — 
* 


. this 
terrert Is A 
verley awake; or has his wife told tales dis: 


man that dares like you, ſhould have” ramus 
juſtify his deeds," ant courage to con front eccne* _ 
lers: not, with a coward's fears ones -þ 


reproof. - 
* Who waits 2 e and ig eeofaſtn. 
By Heaven, 2 Fm that —— „ 
— * deor.) Tan ſhould bag 
your ftrength, Sir 3 and them, inſtead 
to high fortune, the ys hed marked you 
what 2 lictle paltry villdin, + 
Sta! You think 3 fear — . 


[Pulls bim by 2 } Youwanted 


lady's preſence took 
_ alone, Hir. W 
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„Ide fixed his cyes — — Þ 
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c but by SCENE changes Seve Stexe | Ha rv. 5] 
| death. p * * | * N 4. S 
. Bates. You cannat mean ir ? . | Enter Beverley. n 1 
k 232 Heaven, - - : Bev. n * 
n me Fates. 2 [Gawg. vi every curſe that erives tho eee 
| muft be heard, then anſwered [Tb artnet robber, as he" walks Sls aounds, » 
er 
* 
amch 

would undo me, nature cries out, undo. Brutes chere? T 
ithin know their foes by inftipQ; and where ſuperior 
m be force is given, they uſe it for deſtruction. Shall ui 
plied man do leſs? Lewſon purſues us to our ruin; and 
* ſhall we, with the means to cruſh him, f from, 
Thie our hunter, or turn and tear him? Tis even 
thee to heſnate. [ i | „ 
mali Bates. Ile has obliged me, and I dare not. ev. 80 1 have heard, Sir; and naw aſh 
1: be Stu. Why, live to ſhame, then, to be and ſthank you as 1. 1 PAS. 
fond puniſhment. You would be privy to the yet| Lew. To-morrow deſerve your tts. 
Exit. want the ſoul to act it. Nay, more, had my de- Late as it is, I go to Bates, — acc biet | 
— ſigns been levelled at his fortune, you had ſtepped ſthat an arch villain trembles at. 1 
avey | is the foremoſt—And what is life without its] Heu. Diſcoverigs ave made, Sir, thet you tall 


| dane |, | comforts? Thoſe you would rob him of, and by a tremble at. Where is this boaſted fpirig, 
— lingering death, add cruehy to murder. Henceforth high demeapbr, that was to lane 
be adicu to — —— ä 2 [you wt ts > * my fiſter—Now fey = 4 
; | a at yau e is yours; it, much. ready defence, os * 
— — II deal my £ tuture 1 thoſe reſentment. Ps — 
| that merit it. an you ? I underfiing 
Bates. What's the reward ? | Bev. The coward's finale acquittunece! 
Stu. Equal divifion of our gains, I ſwear it, chen he ſpreads foul calowey abroad, and 
und will bc juſt. juſt vengeance on him, cries aut, What 
' 5 
Bates. Think of the means then. | yau : 
Ku. He's to Beverley — Wait for him] Lew, Coward, and 
rr night, and fit for miſ- words? But I forgive and you.” 
ief, A wauld be uſeful. Bev. Your pity had been kinder 20 my 
Rates. He Necps no more. But have tradaced it; told à vile tory 40 ths «i 
tz. Conſider the reward- When the deed's public car, that I have wrong'd my foſter. © 
„I have farther buſageſs with you. Send Lew. Tis falſe. Shew me the mart that es 
do me. N laccuſe me. . 9 „% «$" 
„ Bates. Think it already — Kev. I thought 
Is Why forewe} Lewſon, then „ Ze almonds 1 
: „ 3201 , 5 1 A have VEN SEance. is no argu — 
fr ears. This ight cures me. I'Y wair the] Lew. Nor hal £5 tree Ta 4 
| , | 2 So 2 * 29%. 7 ern 3 
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chat loves him. But houeft friend- 


- 1-Strf Yea; 
hewoffiendibip - arraigns mc of injuſtice; 
panning a every ear faul breach of truſt, and fa- 
i 1 — 
| bye +4 Hawe I done this? Who thId vou fo? 


\ . * * 
* . 4 Fl * ; 
* . 
gi 


pleaſed uu de add threats, 490. You were to call 
—— Whe, do it w, then : 1 ſhall be 
of ſuch an arbiter. . 

Ae. e our Mord, and know me better. 
| jar on, The baſe ſuggeſtion comes 


Snkely that sci ed you. = 
Ne. Torid him of an enemy——-Perbaps of 


fallhood, to ground revenge add murder on. 
. Bev. I muſt have of this. 
er Wait til} ro-morrow then. 


Sev. will. 
| Lew. — night—1 go to ſerve vou Forget 
what's paſt, is I do; and chear your family with 
— Sites, Tomorrow muy confirm them, and make! 
Ml happy [Exit., 
Jer. . How vile, and how abſurd is 
| mas! His borſted honour is but another name for 
pride, whigh-eaficr bears the confcionſncte of guilt, 
4+ Kwnthe world's juſt reproofs. But tis the faſhion 
ie and in defence »f filſhood and falſe 


times; 
honour men die martyrs. 1 knew not that my 
nature was 

This 


ſo bad. {Stands muſing . 
Euter Bates anf! Jarvis. 
way the noiſe was; and yonder's my 


. 


on 


poor maſter 
1 heard him at high words with Lewſon. 
| Fhecauſe] know not. peat 1. | 
Misbortunes vex him. 


7 D home. * 
nn In not be ſeen by him. [ Exit. 
leg.] What fellow's that? ¶ Seciu 
| Wan thou a murderer, friend? Come, 
8 che way ; 1 have a hand as miſch;cvous as, 

wa" 8 * 3 


a „ x * 7 
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+ Bev. The world—'tis talked of every u here. It, 


oO 


ine; «. heart ny 
bed, —— the co e * 

a are ing at ate hour? 
You — 4 — — 22 Heaven's ſake, 
ſheath it, Sir —the fight diſtracts me. 

Bev, Whoſe voice was that? [Wildly. 
Jar. Tons mine, Sir, Let me intreat you to 
give the ſword to me. od 
Bev. Ay, take it—quickly take it—Perhaps 1 
am not fo curs'd, but Heaven may have ſent thee © 

at this moment to ſnatch me from perdition. 

Far. Then I am bleſs d. 

Pev. Continue ſo, and leave me: my ſortous 
art contagious, No one is bleſs'd that's near me. 

Far. I came to ſeck . Sir. J 

Bev. And now thou haft found me, leave me 
My thoughts are wild, and will not be diſturbed. 

Far. Such thoughts are beſt diſturbed. | 

Bev. 1 tell thee that they will not. Who ſent 
thee hither ? 

For. My weeping miſtreſs, 

Bev, Am 1 ſo meek a hvſband, then, that a 
commanding wife preſcribes my hours, and ſcnds 
to chide me tor my abjence — Tell her I'll uot , 
return. 

Far. Thoſe words would kill her, 

Bev, Kill her! Would they not be kind, then? 
But ſhe (hall tive to curſe me I have deſerved it 
of her. Does ſhe not hate me, Jarvis ? . 

Jar. Alas, Sir, forget your griefs, and let me 
lead you to her! The ſtreets are dangerous. 

Bev. Be wiſe, and leave me then. The night's 
black horrors are ſuited to my thoughte—Theſe 
ſtones ſhall be my rcſting place.——{Lics down. | 
Here ſhall my ſoul brood o'er its miſerirs, till, 
with the fiends of hell, and guilty of the RY | 
ſtart and tremble at the morning's light. | 

Jar. For pity's ſake, Sir Upon my knees ] 

to quit this place, and theſe 1ad thoughts. 
patience, not deipair, poſſeſs you——Riſe, i be- 
ſeech you There's not a moment of your abſence 
that my poor miſtreſs does not groan for. 
Bev. Have I undone her, and is ſhe fill fo kind! 


2 2 0 N p 4 e 
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g | [ Starting np.) It is too much—My brain can't 
L840 4.20 arvis, how 4 


deſperate is that wretch's s 
ate, which ouly death or madneſs cap relieve. 
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too farvi: To 2 


% 


THE 
Jur. Appeaſe his mind, good Heaven, and give 


our? 7 kin reſignation !- Alas, Sir, could beings in the 
lake, other world perceive the events of this, how would 
1040 our parents bleſled ſpirits grieve tar you even in 
25 caven Let me conjyre you, by their honoured 
* memories, by the {ſweet innocence of your y& 
1 * helpleſs child, and by the ceaſeleſs lotrows of my 
* poor miſtreſs, to rouſe your manhood, and ſtruggle 
with theſe griefs. 
| Bev. Thou virtuous, good old man ! thy tears 
"WER and thy intreaties have reached my heart, through 
all its miſeries. 
1 Jar. Be but reſigned, Sir, and happineſs may 
e I yet be yours. Hack I hear voices—Come this 
— 9 way; we may reach home unnoticed. 
"Bev. Unnoticed, didit thou ſay ? Alas, I dread 
ſent no looks but of thoſe wretches I have made at 
home ! [ Exeunt, 
a SCENE cbanges to Stukely's 
2 Erter Stukely and Dawſon, 
7 | 
Fru. Come hither, Dawſon. My limbs are on 
the rack, and my ſoul ſhivers in me, till this 
den? night's buſineſs be complete. Tell me th 
d it thoughts; is Bates determined, or docs be waver ! 
' Daw. At firſt he ſecmed irreſolute; wiſhcd the 
| me"; employment had been mine; and muttered curſes 
a on his coward hand that trembled at the deed. 
he's Stu. And did he leave you fo ? 
heſe Daw. No; we talked together, and ſheltered 
wn. | by the darkneſs, faw Beverley and Lewſon in 


warm debate. Rut ſoon they cooled, and then 1 
left them to haſten hither ; but not till 'twas re- 
ſolved Leu ſon ſhould die. | 

Stu. Thy words have given me life. That 


hrs, quarrel, too, was fortunate ; for, it my hopes cc 

be- ccive me not, it i 

| „it promiies a grave to Beverley. 

ence | Daw. You miſconceive me. Lewſon and hc 
were friends. | 

ng! Stu. But my prolific brain ſhall make them | 

A. enemies. If Leu ſon falls, he falls by Beverley. 


An upright jury ſhall decree it. Aſk me no queſ- 


Mb . 
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ſured here, till a convenient time called for its uſe. 
That time is come. Take It, and give it to an 
officer. It muſt be ſerved this inftant.. . 


Gives o paper. 
Dew. On Beverley ! ? - 
Stu. Look at it—'Tis for the ſoms that 1 have 
lent him. 1 
Daw. Muſt he to priſon then ? 
Stu. 1 aſked obedience, not replies This night 
a jail muſt be his lodgings—'Tis probable he's not 
— 2 yet — Wait at his door, and ſee it exe- 
cured, 
Daw. Upon a beggar? He has no means of 
payment. 
Stu. Dull and infenfible ! If Lewſon dies, who 
was it killed him? Why, he that was ſeen quar- 
relling with him; and I that knew of Bever- 
ley's intents, arreued him in friendihip—A ljetle 
late, perhaps; but 'twas a virtuous act, and 
will thank me for it Nov, Sir, vou undetftand 
me? 
Dau. Moſt perfectly; and will about it. 
Stu. Haſte, then; and when "tis dune, come 
back and tell me. 4 a 
Daw. Till then, farewell. [ Exit. 
Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife! And, Lew- 
ſon, if again thou canit inſult nic, I'll own thee 
for my maſter, 
Not avarice now, but venpeance fires my breafh, 
And one ſhort hour muſt make me curs'd or 
blen d. [Exenrt. 


b I 
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- 
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ACTS: 
SCENE conlizucs. 
Enter Stukęly, Bates, and Dawſon. 


OOR Lewſon! — Ent I told you enough laſt 
night. The thought of him is horrible og 4 


nie 
Sta. In the ſtrect, 


ucar him. 
e 


. . 


: 0 


did yaw y? And no ent 


tion z but do as I direct. This writ, [Totes ont 
„ pocker book] - for ſome days paſt, I. haye dds 


4 9 
: ph 


©, 


#, 2 


= 
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Bates. By his own door; be was leadir Ra | 
- CE. . | * * i, f- _ 
FETUS . 2" 
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accuſę us — We havc no living enemy to fear, un- 


/ murderer— At what hour did Lewſon fall ? 


- axreſted at one, you ſay ? 


tale would melt it elſe. , 


tending pity for his misfortunes, kept the door 


* 
* 


26 
his honſe. I pretended buſineſs with him, and 
ſtabbed bim to the heart, while be was reaching at 
the bell. 

Stu. And did he fall fo ſuddenly ? 

Beres. The repetition plcaſes you, 1 ſce. I told 

he fell without a groan. 

Stu. What heard you of him this morning ? 

Bates. That the watch found him in ther 
rounds, and alarmed the fervants—1T mingled with 
the croud juſt now, and faw him dead in his own 
houſe The fight terrified me. 
Stu, Away with terrors, till his ghoſt riſc and 


lefs tis Begcrley ; and him we have lodged fate in 
iſon. | 
Bates. Muſt he be murdered too? 
Stu. No; I have a ſcheme to make the law his 


Bates. The clock ſtruck twelve as I turned to 
leave him— Twas a melancholy bell, 1 thought, 
tolling for his death. 

Stu. The time was lucky for us—Beverlcy was 


[To Dawſon. 
Daw. Exactly. | 


Stu. Good We'll talk of this preſently—The 
women were with him, I think ? 

Daw. And old Jarvis—I would have told you 
of them lat night, but your thoughts were too 
buſy —'Tis well you have a heart of ſtone; the 


Stu. Out with it then. 
Daw. I traced him to his lodgings; and, pre- 


open, while the officers ſeized him "Twas a 
damn'd deed—but no matter—I followed my in- 
ſtructions. = 
Stu. And what ſaid he? p 

Daw. He upbraided me with treachery, called 

| a villain, acknowledged the ſums you had lent 
E and ſubmitted to his fortune. 

. the WOMmen ——— 

12 nutes aſtoniſhment kept them 
* -t one another, while 
their cngcekg But ra 
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very bitterneſs of defpair, they curſed me, and the 


monſter that had emp me. 

$tz. And you bore it with philoſophy ? 

Daw. Till the ſcene changed, and then I melted. 
ordered the officers to take away their priſoner. 
The women ſhrieked, and would have followed 
him; but we forbade them. Twas then the 
tell upon their knees, the wife fainted, the ſiſter 


endenvouring to ſoften us. I never felt com- 
paſſion till that moment ; and had the officers been 
moved like me, we had leit the bufinefs undone, 
and fied with curſes on ourſelves. But their 
hearts were ſteeled by cuſtom. The tears of 
beauty and the pargs of aſſection were beneath 
their: They tore him from their arms, and 
lodged him in priſon, with only Jarvis to comfort 
him. 

Stu. There let him lie. till we have farther bu- 
lineſs with him. Something of my deſign 1 have 
hinted to you betore—Beverley muſt be the author 
ot this murder; and we the parties to convict 
him—But how to procced will require time an 
thought—Come along with me; the room within 
is fitted for privacy - But no compaſſon, Sir 
[To Dawſon.] We want leiſure for t— This u ay. 

| [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Beverley's Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 


Mrs. Bev. No news of Lewſon yet ? 
Char. None— He went out carly, and knows not 
what has happened. 


Mrs. Bev. The clock ſtrikes eight—I!l wait no 


longer. | 


twice to ſtop us till we ſee him. 

Mrs. Bev. 1 have no life in this ſeparation— 
Oh, what a night was laſt night! 1 would not paſt 
another ſuch to purchaſe worlds by it—My poor 
Beverley too? What muſt he have felt! The v 
thought diſtracts me—To have him torn at mid» 
night from me !—A loathſome priſon his habitas 


yords ; ad then, in the 


** 


Char. Stay but till Jarvis come He has ſent 


tion! A cold damp room his lodging! The bledk; 
" wh * " | "Up wi 


raving, and both, with all the eloquence of miſery, 


id the 


1elred, 
oner. 
lowed 

they. 
ſiſter 


U.ery, 


com- 
s been 
done, 
their 
ars of, 
neath 
„ and 
m fort 


er bu. 
I have 
author 
onvict 
Ee an 

within 
— 
$ way. 
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winds 
wife to lull him to his reſt ! and no reflections but 
to wound and tear hin: !—'Tis too horrible-1 
wanted love for him, or they had not forced him 
from me—They ſhould have parted ioul and body 
rt. I was too taine. 
Char. You muſt wot talk ſo— All that we could 
we did; and Jarvis did the reit—The faithful erca- 
ture will give him comtort—Why does he delay 
coming | 
Mrs. Bev. And there's another fear—His poor 
maſter may be claiming the laſt kind office from 
him His heart perhaps is breaking. 
Char. Sce where he comes Hs looks are chear- 
ful, too. 


Enter Jarvi: |; 


ir 


Mrs. Bev. Are tears, then, chearful ! Alas, he 
weeps ! Speuk to him, Charlotte have no tongue 
to aſk him queſtions, 

Char. H dcs your maſter, Jarvis? 

Jar. lam old and fooliſh, Madam; and tears 
will come before my words—But don't you weep; 
[To Mrs. Bev] [have a tale of joy tor you. | 

Mrs. Bev What tale — Say but he's well, 
and I have joy enough. | 

ar. His mind too ſhall be well all ſhall be 
well—I have news for him that will make his poor 
heart bound again Fie npon old age Hos 
childiſh it makes me! I have a tale of joy for you, 
and my tears drown it. 

Ghar. Shed them in ſhowers, then, and make 
haſte to tell it, 

Mrs. Bev. What is it, Jarvis? 

Far. Yet why ſhould I rejoice when a good man 
dies ? Your uncle, Madam, died yeſterday. 

Mrs. Bev. My uncle! — Oh, heavens! 

Char. How hcard you of his death ? 

Far. His ſteward came expreſs, Madam ?—I 
met him in the ftreet, inquiring for your lodgings 
l ſhould not rejoice, perhaps—but he was 
old, and my poor maſter a prifoner—Now he ſhall 
live again—Oh, tis a brave fortune] and 'twas 
death to me to ſee him a priſoner, 

Char. Where left you the ſteward? 
For. I would not bring him hither to be a wit- 
_—_ 
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perhaps blowing upon his pilloa ] No fond neſs of your diſtreſſes; and beſides, I waited, 


N 

* 

2 * 1 
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once before I die, to be the meſſenger of joy to 
ou. My good maſter will be a man again. 
Mrs. Bev. Haſte, haſte then; and let us fly to 
him |! We are delaying our own happineſs. 
Far, I had forgot a coach, Madam, and Lucy 
has ordered one. 
Mrs. Bev, Where was the need of that? The 
news has given me vings. | 
Char. 1 have no joy till my poor brother ſhares 
it with me, —How did he paſs the night, Jarvis? 
Jar Why now, Madam, I can cell on. Like 
a man dreaming of death and horrors. When they 


£1 Him to his cell--for twas a poor apartment for 


ny ma.ter—he flung himſelf upon a wretched 
bed, and lay ſpeech !efs till day-break. A ſigh now 


ſpoke to him, but he would not hear me; wal” 
«hen I perſiſted, he raifcd his hand at me, and 


truck me. 


Mrs. Bev. Oh, miſerable ! But hat ſaid he, 4 


Jarvis? Or was he ſilent all night? * 

Far. At day-break he ſtarted from the bes, and 
looking wildly at me, aſked who I was. I told 
him, and bid him be of comfort — Be gone, ol 
wretch, ſays he—lI have ſworn never to know 
comfort—My wife! my child! my ſiſter! I have 
undone them all, and wil! know no comfort 


upon himſelf . 
Mrs. Bev. This is too horrible But 
not leave him ſo? 
Cbar. No, I am ſure he did rot. — 3 
Jar. I had not the heart, Madam. By degrees 
I brought him to himſelf. A ſhower of tears 
came to his relief; and he called me his kindeſt 
| friend, and begged forgiveneſs of me, like a child. 
My heart throbbed fo, I could not ſpeak to him. 
He turned from me for > minute or two, and 


fo 
prefling a few bitter ſighs, inquired after tis | 
Mrs. Bev. What a tale is this 1—But we have 3 
ſaid too ; 1 


4 
you did 
* 
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and then, and a few tears that followed thoſe 
hpbs, were all that told me he was alive. 1 


knit his brow ſo——1 thought he would haves 


Then falling upon his knees, he imprecated curſes 


+ — Dp - - 


„ SUL 0A 
* Mrs. Bev. To comfort him, or die with him. 
F 1 [ Excunt. 


SCENE changes . Priſon, 


. Beverley is diſcovered fitting, After a ſnort Per ſe, 
he farts up, end comes forward. 


Bew. Why, there's an end then. I have jud 

deliherately, and the reſult is cath. How the 
ſet murderer's account may ftand, I know not— 
But this 1 know—the load of hatcful lite op- 
prefies me too mueh The horrors of my ſoul arc 
moe than I can bear—f Offers to kneel. |—Father 
=_— ot mercy !—1 cannot pray —Defpair has laid his 
=> iron hand vpon me, and tealed me for perdition 
_--— Conicicoce! Conſcience! thy clamours arc 
 . too ld Here's that ſhall filence thee——- 
| — a ph aut of his pocket, and looks at it.] 
mn art moſt friendly to the miſerable. Come, 
then, thou cordial for ſick mind come to my 


= 
« 7 * 


| 


RE 


memory 25s" well as body! For if the ſoul ſres and 
feels the ſufferings of thoſe dear ones it leaves be- 


hind, the Everlaſting has no vengeance to torment 
n deeper —I Il think no mage on't Reflection 
"cames t late— Once there was a time for't—but 
now tis paſt.— Who's there ? ; 
Enter Jarvis. 
OE Ont hagad to fro gon wich ener 
. turn fo from me? I have 
comfort me. And fee who comes to 
ive it welcome. 

= Sew. My wife and fiter ! Why, 'tis but one 
Nang more then, and farewel world. [ Aſide. 

Euter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 
. Bev. Where is be? [Rans and embraces 
Sim ©, 1 have him! I have him! And now 
"1 4 Anever part us more— I have news, love, 
eon happy for ever—Alas! he hears us 


kk 


- 


nat. —Spenk 10 me, have no heart to fcc 
Jeu thus 4 . | 
Der. This is a fad place! 
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dence has ſeen our ſorrows, and ſert the meam tu 


heart. {Driuks.] Oh, that the grave would bury|y 


E 


- 


help them—Y ovr uncle died ycſterday. 

Ber, My uncte!—No, do not ſay fo !—Oh, I 
am ſick at heart! 
Mrs. Bev. ludeed I meant to brin 
fort. 

Bew. Tell me he lives then—If 
bring me comfort, tell me he lives. 

Mrs. Bev. And it | did——| tave no power te 
raife the dead — He died yeſterday. 

Bev. And 1 am hcoir to him? 

Far. To his whole eſtate, Sir but bear it peti- 


g you com- 


you would 


cntly—pray, bear it patient!y. 


Bev. Well, well—{Poufirg.]—Why fame ſays 
I am rich, then? 

Mrs. Bev. And truly fo—Why do vou look 
ſo wildly ? 

Bev. bo I? The news was unexpected. But has 
he left me all ? | 
Far. All, all, Sir— He could mit leave it from 


ou. 

Bev, I am ſorry for it. 

Mrs. Bev. Why are you diſturbed ſo ? 

Bev. Has death no terrors in it ? 

Mrs. Bev. Not an old r .'i's death, Yet if it 
troubles you, I wiſh him living. 

Bev. And I, with all my beart—For I have a 
tale to tell ſhall turn you into ttone 3 or, if the 
power of fpecch remain, you ſhall knecl down and 
curſe me. | 

Mrs. Bev. Alas! What tale is this ? And why 
are we to,curſe you I' bleſs you tor ever. 

Bev. Ko; I have deſerved no biclings. Tle 
world holds not ſuch another wretch, All this 
large fortune, this ſecond bounty of Heaven, that 
might have healed our ſorrows, and ſatisbed orr 
utmoſt hopes, in a curſed hour 1 fold laſt night. 

Char, Sold! how fold ? 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible!— It cannot be? | 

Rev. That devil Stukely, with all hell to aid 
him, tempted me to the deed. To pay ſalſe debut 
of honour, aud to redeem errors, I fold be 
reverſhon—Sold it for a ſcanty ſum, and lol it 
among villains. | 


" 


ee. We came to take- you from it. To 
_- JST ihe world goes well again ; chat Provi- 


> 


| ® 
. 


Char. Why, farewel all then 


Bev. 
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ev. Liberty and life Come, ; kneel and cute 


* "i Bev. Then hear me, Heaven! [Kneels.] 
=; vu. down with mercy on his ſorrows ! Give 
- ſoftneſs to his looks, ad quiet to his heart! Take 
from bis memory the ſenſe of whet is paſt, — 
dure him of deſpair! On me ! on me! if miſt 
muſt be the lot of either, multiply misfortunes! 
In bear them patiently, fo he is happy ! Theſe 
bande ſhall toil for his ſupport! Thete eyes be 
— 1 for hourly bleſſings on him! And every 
duty of a fond and faithful wife be douhly done 
to chear and comfort him !—$o hear me! 80 re- 
ward me ! [ Riſes. 
Rev. 1 would kneel too, but that * Hca- 
ven would turn my prayers into curſcs. For 1 
have done a deed to make lite horrible to ou 
Airs. Bev. What deed ? 
Bev. A deed of horror. 
Far, Aſk him no queſtions, Madam—The laſt 
misfortune has hurt his brain. A little time will 
give him patience. 


Enter Stukely. 
Bev, Why i is this villin here? 


Stu. To give you liberty and ſafety. There, Ma- A 


dam's his diſcharge. | Giving @ paper to Mrs. Be- 
verley.] Let him fly this moment. The arreſt 
4 was meant in fricudſhip ; but came too 


Char, What mean you, Sir ? 
Stu. The arreſt was 100 late, I ſay; I would 
bave kept his hands from blood, but was roo late. 


1 Mrs. Bev. His hands from blood '—— Whoſe 


bland ?!—Oh, wretch ! wretch |! 

Ku. From Lewſon's blood. 

Char. No, villain ! Yet what of Lewſon ? Speak 
quickly. 


| Ae You ure ignorant, then! I ghought wr: 


e murderer at confi 


What 3 who is Sh) 
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2 9 — * _ 
4 * 8 
C Wen I 
5 * - 
& 4 % * „ 


MEST ER. 
to ſave the brother, nat A the ſiſter. , 
ſon's dead. 
Char. © horrible?! 
Bev. Silence, 1 charge 
Su. 7, "Sao may 


W evideuce. 
Euter Rates. 

Bates. The vews, I fee, has reached + 
take comfort, Madam. [To Char. *. 
without inquiring for ou. G to 
no time. | 
Char. O miſery ! mi 
Mrs. Bev. F. iow — Jarvis. 17 it 
that Lewton's dead, q griet may kill her, 
Bates. Jarv's muſt ſt ay here, Madam. I have: 


ſome queſtions for him. 
fly. His evidence FS. 


Stu. Rather let him 
cruſh his maſter. 
Bev. Why ay; this looks like man 
Bates, He found vou quarrelling with Lerne 
in the ſtreet la ſt night, [To Bev. 7 
Mri. Bev. No; I am ſure he did not. "ig 
Far. Or if 1＋3—VL *Z 
Mrs. Bev. 'Tis falſe, old man—They had ne. 
uarrel; there was no cauſe for quarrel. — 
Bev. Let him proceed, I ſay—O! 1am fick! 
fick Reach a chair. [He fits de C. 1 2 
En Bev. You on HTS 


eyes are fixed too Vet 
if If Lewlon's dead hank} manga 
Enter Dawſon, 

Stu. Who ſent for Dawſon ? 


Bates. Idas I-— We have a "I Ty 4 


{1irtle think of — Without there 


ox 


Stu. What witneſs ? i | 75 
Bates. 2 right one. Look at him. 
"Eater Lewſoch und Charlone, © 


Stu. Lewſon ! - — — 


dered of Lewſgn — Say be lives, and 


| Kiicel an wakkhip you. 
3 IG o 1 wonid; but that 1 
2 * 3 we not 2 


n att 
2 LY I n 5 


K "A 


a, AE © 4 
. —— 


. 


r | 
45 lors, an 229 
5 prevent the mur 
andcrtook it—1 rol A vert credit 
2 And —— me pan one 


* ce — ri The village 
Vas but — 1 -The arreſt. by 
n followed the ſuppoſed murder — And now, 
ing on his once wicked aſſociates, he comes 
the guilt an Beverley. x 

Ars. Bev. O! execrable wrerdh ! 

"Rates. Dan ſon and I are witndſes of this. 

And of a thouſand frauds — His fortune 


= 


= Lew. 
ruined by ſharpers and falſe dice ; and Stukely ſole 


gontriver and prides, of all. 
* Daw. Had he but ſtopped on this fide murder, 
we had been villains Ritl. 


Mrs. Bev. Thus I leaven turns evil into good: 
tod by permitting ſin, warns men to virtue. 


laws; though not with geath—But death were 


N F. bame, beggary, and impriſonment, un- 
1 pitied miſety, the itings of conſcience, and the 
f cunſs of wankind, ſtiall make life hatcful to him 
 —&tillat laſt his own aand cod hun——How does 
my friend? [To Bev. 


Why well - Who s he that aſks me ? 
* Pew. * Lewion, love Why do you 
2 


Bev. luke he was murdered. [Wiidly. 
s. Pas Ay; but he lives to {aye us. 


3 — turns 


"Bf. Bev. O Heaven! 
Lew. This vilkin here diſturbs him Remove 
his fagbi— nd for . lives ſec that 


hi Stu 
8 


I 


1 


Dy 


i" 2s 
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/ minutes are ban 
* 2 live long 


em all, andere We teldy ou— 


Leu. Yet puniſhes the infirument, fo ſhall our 


1 


Err oP 


and heart. — And now it tears me! 

Mrs. Bev, You feel convulied too What 10 
diſturbs you? My love: my lite ! look at me 
{How his ey es flame 

Bev. A furnace rages in this heart Down. 

lefs lames—¶ Laying bis hand on bis heert.J— 
Down to your native heli—There you ſhall rack 
a me—O! for a pauſe from pain Wherc's my 

wife ?—Can you forgive me, love? 

Mrs. Bev. Alas | for what ? 

Bev. For meanly dying. 

Mrs. Bev. No—do not ſay it. 

Bev. As truly as my ſoul muſt anſwer it—Had 
Jarvis flaid this morning, all had been well—Bat 
preſſed by ſhame—pent in a priſon—tormented ' 
with my pangs for you—driyen to defpair ard 


| 


- 


|corrupted the poor «wretch he left to guard me, 
and——ſwailowed poiſon. 


Mrs. Bev. © fatal deed ! 
.. Dreadfyl and crucl ! 
ev. Ay, molt accurſel—And now I go to my 
accoemm —Bend me, and let me kneel. [They lift 
tin from his chair, and ſuppert him on his knees. I ? 
III pray for you too. Thon Power that madeſt 
me, — me! It for a life of frailty, and this too 
b deed of death, thy juſtice dooms me, here I 
acquit the ſentence, But if enthroned in mercy 
where thou felt, thy pity has beheld me, ſend 
me a gleam of hope; that in theſe laſt and bitter 
moments my ſo ad may taſle of comfort - and 
for theſe mourners here, O! let their lives be 
peaceful, and their deaths happy 
[They lift him ts the chair. 

Mrs. Bev. Reſtore him, Heaven! Str teh forth 
thy arm omnipotent, and ſnatch him fro the 
grave —0 fave him! fave bim! or le. me die 
too. 

Bev. No; live, I charge vo- have little 
one Thougk l have left hig. „nt! 
ſhim. To Lewſon's kindne!: | ah bim. 
ave this Charknte ? We haveli u love, though + 


% Tay Can you torgive me, — 
4 _—_— you torgi Char 


. * 
— 


Bev. Th here- and ere Pointing to bis 1 


| madneſs—1 took the advantage of his abſence, 


| 


1 Ghar. Forgive you!—Og my poor brother 
Bev. O! for a few ſhort moments to tell you 


yy how my heart Vieeds for you-—That even now, [thy Jepatt foul” 

+ thus dying as I am, dubious and fearful of h Save Mt one 
vn, after, my doſom-fang! is for your miſeries. Sue eee lovely. 
— port her, Heaven — And now I — mercy ang; and from cxai 
a _ mercy ! Dies ' 


wy" Lew. Then all is over——How is it, Madam 74 
| * 2 poor C harkotte too ! Grow: into p 
= Char. Her grief is ſpeechleſs. With ſeuſe 


" Lew, Sorrow like hers forbids complaint— And coriguer 
Tad wW ords arc for !phter gricfs—Some miniftting an- 
. ' £ 
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Two Shillings and Six Pence 


? 
E- FEICER's COMPANION; 
| CIBARY of PARISH LAW. 
whole of pals overſecrs, conſtables, headboroughs, tith- 


* e 
2 4 


"Anctu allcheTaws naman force, whether acts of Parliament, or caſes adjudged, 
2 our the patridllar ey of cacpariſh officer, andienabling him to acquit him - 


W 'abilicy and on. A work eſſentially neceſſary to be conſulted by all 
4 1 overs corftables, ſurveyors of the highways, &c. 


SOMERVILLE DINGLEY, Es. 
Aue of the Appendix to Bura's Juftce of the Peace. . 


— ll uu___ 


MATCHLESS BARBARITY. 

* In one volume, price 25. 6d. ſewed, 
Me with 2 curious front1\ſpiece, repreſenting Captain Preſcott cramming mud and 
cherries one his wies mouth; alſo an immodeſt ſcene which he obliged her to ex- 
„ Þibir to his cockſwain, 


5 TRIAL of ISAAC PRESCOTT, Eſq. 


pts Jane Preſcott his wife ; addrefſed in a particular manner to thoſe ladies who arc 
* ly united to cruel and tyrannical huſbands. 

= The authors of the Critical Review give the following account of this very extraordi- 
ry pabliestion :—** This trial was held in the conſiſtory court at Doctors Commons, 
nud relates ſuch barbarous treattiłut, reteived by a wife from her huſband, as is perhaps 
4 ſcarcely to be excceded by any inſtance in the annals of domeſtic life. This highly-in- 
een feems, is the daughter of the Rev. Mr. Walter, who was chaplain to the 
The Centurion, duringche celebrated voyage of Commodore Anſon. It would only wound 
me humanity of our readers to recite the ſavage cruelty which is confirmed by the 

evidence on this trial.” — Sce Critical Review for February 1786. 


A SATIRICAL PE E RAO E of ENGLAND; 

ing a ſatire on mottos, and a literal tranflation and criticiſm on al} the mottos 
igh now decoratethe arms of the Englith pobility, and the preſent fixteen Peers of 
d 3 with hiſtorical, moral, and humopous reflections on each, calories for the 


. T4 _ CHARLESICOLEMAN Ew 


_ wg * * . 299 Penęs. 3 — _— 


—— — — — 


4 


15 , ſurveyors of the highways, another ſubordmate officers, in parochial matters K 


A captain in the Royal Navy, for wanton, tyrannical, unprovoked, and favage cruelty, ' 


pEontBining 232 ge of lcd preſs, E Andy printed on bog 


